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does him the honour to invite him to your table on account
of his appetite being twice as big as any one's else.'
The senator, struck by the force of my argument, hid
the cure take me to dine with him next day, and having
proved that my practice was still better than my precept, I
became his constant guest.
This old man adored a girl called Therese Imer, a queer,
pretty, coquettish creature. She knew Malipiero loved her
and mocked him. Her mother brought her to sec him every
day after dinner. She used to refuse him a kiss, whereupon
his gallantry turned to rage, and he had much ado to pre-
vent himself throwing dishes at her head. She actually re-
fused to marry him!
One day the Senator surprised me by telling rne that he
wished me to preach, or rather to pronounce a special pane-
gyric, which was spoken once every year, on a certain feast-
day. In his quality as President of the Confraternity of the
Blessed Sacrament, it was his duty to select a preacher, and
he had chosen me.
'They will not dare to refuse you,' he said, 'and this is
a fine chance for you.'
I had never thought of preaching, and at first I thought
he was joking, but he soon persuaded me that I was destined
to be one of the finest orators of the century!
On the appointed day I read my panegyric in the Church
of the Blessed Sacrament, before a most select audience.
I was generously applauded, and every one declared I was a
born preacher, certainly no boy of fifteen had over spoken so
well before. In the alms bag, in which it was customary to
deposit offerings for the preacher, the sacristan found more
than fifty sequins, and several billets doux^ which latter
scandalised him greatly. This rich harvest, coming when I
was sorely in need of money, made me think seriously of
taking up preaching as a profession, and I spoke of this to
the cure, asking him to help me. The cure, who appreciated
my maiden effort, commissioned me to write a sermon for
the feast of Saint Joseph, but it was ordained that I should

